Reflection In 
A Golden Eye 


ADULTS ONLY 


All rights reserved on entire contents. 


A\ waza rise ovses in the fireplace, and the 
light reflects back from apple green walls and velvet 
draperies, and plays on the hand wrought petite 
pointe upholstery of the six chairs placed around 
the heavy mahogany dining table. 

‘The table itself is covered with a fine Iinen and 
an antique, delicate lace cloth, symbols of a by- 
gone era. Flickering candles highlight exquisitely 
beautiful china and silver arranged in a formal 
dinner setting, as rare old wines lend their bur- 
gundy hued glamor to the gilt and crystal glass- 
ware. 

The delicate odors of fine cuisine waft. through 
the closed kitchen door, tempting the appetite and 
tantalizing the palate. "The sounds of ice tinkling 
in glasses and short bursts of laughter bubble in 
from the front room. 


It is, obviously, a very festive and merry ovca- 
sion, The guests, five of them, and the host glide 
into the dining room still bearing their cocktails in 
their hands. ‘There is no hostess. It ie a gay occa- 
sion. 

‘The host has thoughtfully provided background 
music for the occasion by tuning in KPAC’s Dinner 
Concert which features classical music for the lis- 
tening pleasure of its audience, especially chosen 
for the lightheartedness of the dinner hour. 

The conversation remains animated throughout 
the entire dinner as opera, concerts, styles, plays 
and current events are discussed. The only topic 
noticeably missing, on this occasion, from the con 
versation is sports 

‘The dinner itself is quite elegant as the host 
graciously serves in turn the green salad tossed 
with French dressing (oil and vinegar, of course), 
roast leg of lamb accompanied by tiny sweet peas 
in cream sauce (carving the roast himself at table 
with the perfection acquired only by years af prac- 
tice), and followed by cherries jubilee (flambee, 
naturally) 

The guests retire again to the front rcom, richly 
decorated in overstuffed brocade. Oil portraits of 
the host's family beam fondly down from the walls 
as the little group continues their conversation over 
coffee and liqueurs, 

‘The evening passes quickly, and around eleven 
o'clock the guests leave, probably not to see one 
another until the next quiet little dinner. 

Nonman has entertained 


It i summer, a Tazy. sunny Sanday afternoon 
and Dave's house is busting with activcy. ‘Three 
recent arrivals aro still storing their sx-packs of 
‘oer in Che refrigerator. Another lad only ina bee! 
‘is miving a couple of denice for himoelf and 
lover who came with him. Two others, sust 
fs skimpily dressed ave just getling acquainted as 
they stave satry-eved at each other. A dozen 97 0 
Irotzed-skinned natives laze Tanguidly in the sue 
fon the deck survennding the pool while still fe 
‘note splash eact other playfully as they feole hn 
the evoling water. 

‘AS the day progresses two people disappear from 
‘the group and the bedroom dont is found to be 
locked. Alter a while they emeree, embarrassed, 
but with satisfied expressions 


” 


‘Switnming suits aie dlcerded in favor of birth 
day suits, on the bathers find it more convenient oF 
comfortable to their aquatic pursaits 

"The organist and the pianist, ting of entertain- 
ing themeelves snd. the asemblage—or perhaps 
feeling that they have lost their audience, relite 
(gush their seats and goin search of liquid vofvesh 
‘ent. And a member of the younger set takes 
fdvantage of the epportunity to pat a rock and roll 
fallum on the stereo set 

‘Two or three couples get up ftom their sats and 
fyrate siggestively in the tanner appropriate to 
discotheque dancing, their movements exaggerated 
fend accentuated by thet lithe bodies in omsbina- 
tion with the brevity of their physhedelicaly col. 
cored costumes, 

‘The sun “sinks slowly in tho west” and as ove 
ning approaches end the tights ix tbe valley start to 
Sparkle like so many rhine-stones, the gueste start 
tospeculote as fo where thev're going for dinner, oF 
pperhapa in the cave of tho two starry eyed ones tho 
‘Question might be “your place, or mine?” and by 
ght the guests ove all gone on their poy tle 
ways 

Dovid has entertained, 
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‘The phone rings. The tousled-haired blonde 
youth turns over sleepily in his bed to answer it. 
“Hello?” “Yes, it is; why?” “No, I can’t make any 
calls today—no wheels, Can you come over here?” 
“You have the card, and know where it is?” “O.K. 
In about half an hour.” “See ya.” He hangs up the 
phone. 

He gets up from the bed and stretches his well- 
tanned, well-muscled body, then straightens the 
bed. As he walks the physical tone of his every fibre 
evidences itself. He goes to the bathroom and 
showers, not taking the time he really enjoys in 
order to caress his body as is his general practice 
while soaping and rinsing himself, but merely get- 
ting ready for his customer. He runs a comb 
through his hair which restively bounces back into 
its persistently tousled style, then slips into a brief 
pair of undershorts in preparation for greeting his 
visitor, 

He checks the refrigerator for ice, and empties 


the ashtrays. Allis in readiness. The doorbell rings. 

“Yes?” the blonde says questioningly as he 
answers the door. 

“May I come in?” asks the statuesque, olive 
skinned youth standing outside the door. “I'm the 
‘one who called you half an hour ago.” 

“Oh, sure... it’s just that T wasn't expecting ... 
well, [wasn't expecting anyone quite so young ... 
and attractive.” 


“Why?” 
“Well, nearly evervtime T answer mv door it’s 
just another dirty ol... But T haven't let you in 


yet. Come in, come in,” he says stepping aside to 
allow his caller to pass. And then, “I’m sure it'll be 
a pleasure to do business with you, Can I fix you a 
drink?” 

“Love one ... Scoteh and soda, please. Mind if T 
make myself comfortable—it's such a hot day.” 

“T'll bet it is,” savs the blonde as he mixes the 
drinks. “Sure, go ahead and make yourself as com- 
fortable as you want. I¥/ll probably get hotter be- 
fore it cools off anyway.” 

He carries the drinks back to the sofa and hands 
one to the dark-complexioned lad who has already 
removed his shoes and socks and his shirt, and 
notes with satisfaction that dark tangle of hair on 
the broad chest of his visitor, which tapers down in 
scale with the taper of his torso until it disappears 
under the waistline of his hip-hugging white jeans. 
His practiced eye makes note of the prominent 
bulge pulsing against the restraint of the cotton 
material. 

“Thanks,” says his visitor, as much for the 
appreciative glances as for the drink. “You look 
like you're pretty well hung yourself—and those 
Ddriefs don’t leave much to the imagination, Come 

‘a’ sit down here. Cigarette?” 

“No, thanks, not right now.” 

T don’t think T really want one either. It’s 
usually just something to do with my hands, and T 
think Tl have plenty to occupy me for a while.” 

“That's what T'm here for,” says the blond, 
setting his almost nude body down as close to the 
dark Iad’s as possible, and letting his hand fall 
casually, but firmly on the inside of his thigh. 

His visitor is more vigorous in retuming the 
compliment, He sets his drink down on the cocktail 
table, and turing to face his host slips his hand 
underneath the waistband of the scant briefs and 
fondles the cock cradled there. He is rewarded by 
an immediate responce as the phallus encased 
throbs and grows, protesting its imprisonment. 

In seconds both are stripped naked and seek out 
the bed as their field of pleasure. Starving tongues 
probe through hungry parted lips and trace tingling 
trails over open territory, stopping only for refresh- 
ment at the oasis of nipples and navels. Anxiously 
then they press on to the stiff fountainheads of 
youth and manhood, each taking the other's eager- 
ly in his mouth, sliding up and down, coaxing the 
fluid of life out of the other. Heads, dark and light, 


bob medly each affirmatively proclaiming their de- 
sire for conquest, while two pair of hands, dark on 
light and light on dark probe and caress thos 
secret locations calculated to stir the deepest pas- 
sions. 

‘The frenzy of their actions reaches the brink of 
violence and moans of anxiety and anticipated 
satisfaction eseape from throats intent on being 
choked; and the first burning lumps of the lava of 
overheated passion form at the base of two groins. 

Suddenly, there is no holding back. Twin 
streams arise abruptly from the twin peaks, and the 
sticky fluids are eagerly swallowed by their captors. 
Tremors, one after another, rock two handsome 
bodies; groans of ecstasy match the tremors in 
intensity and tempo. 

Decrescendo, 

Two bodies relax. 

‘The dark-haired youth arises, puts on his clothes 
and silently leaves. There is twenty dollars on the 
dresser. 

Mr. Kenneth has entertained. 
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